Save she were educated and a maid

To keep up his estate of yeomanry.

And she was proud and bold as is a pie.

A handsome sight it was to see those two;

On holy days before her he would go

With a broad tippet bound about his head;

And she came after in a skirt of red,

While Simpkin's hose were dyed to match that same,

There durst no man to call her aught but dame;

Nor was there one so hardy, in the way,

As durst flirt with her or attempt to play,

Unless he would be slain by this Simpkin

With cutlass or with knife or with bodkin.

For jealous folk are dangerous, you know,

At least they'd have their wives to think them so.

Besides, because she was a dirty bitch,

She was as high as water in a ditch;

And full of scorn and full of back-biting.

She thought a lady should be quite willing

To greet her for her kin and culture, she

Having been brought up in that nunnery.

A daughter had they got between the two,
Of twenty years, and no more children, no,
Save a boy baby that was six months old;
It lay in cradle and was strong and bold.
This girl right stout and well developed was,
; With nose tip-tilted and eyes blue as glass,
'With buttocks broad, and round breasts full and

high,
But golden was her hair, I will not lie.

The parson of the town, since she was fair,
Was purposeful to make of her his heir,
Both of his chattels and of his estate,
But all this hinged upon a proper mate.
He was resolved that he'd bestow her high
Into some blood of worthy ancestry;
For Holy Church's goods must be expended
On Holy Church's bloo4 as it's descended.
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